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Bleeding Forgiveness 


1186 
"Nol Please, no!" 


My voice rattles around my head like a spirit | can't catch. | can hear myself screaming, feel it even, but l'm 


not there. Not in my body. l'm there, somewhere, watching as my body is torn to pieces, violated and used, 


l'm tossed against a wall, my head painfully ricocheting off it. It knocks me sideways and my vision swims but 
that's what he wants. Wants me quiet and subservient. Hands grab me, tearing at my clothes and I'm hauled 


away. 


Dave had opened his mouth. Again. While it wasn't an unusual occurrence, I'd wanted to apologise for the 
horrific, bile filled words he'd spat towards his old band Over and over | have to hear them, at home and in 
the media. And each time he says something | feel like a little part of me is eroding away. I'm one of those 
people; | just want everyone to get on and be friends. | can't understand the constant fighting and bitching. 
Yeah, the media fuels it to a degree, but still.. Metallica rarely say anything in retaliation, and | suspect they 


don't care what Dave has to say about them. 


And | love Dave, love him to the ends of the time itself. But | just want to make amends for all he's said and 
prove that what he says is just his way of mourning Metallica. 


So | came, without him knowing, and offered the olive branch. Something l'm going to regret for a long, long 


time. 


Bent over the filthy bathroom sink, | stare at my reflection My hair is a mess and there's bloody scratches 
down my cheeks. | feel physically sick and, as strong, guitar worn hands grip my hips, | retch, splashes of bile 
spiralling down the sink. l'm in no position to fight as James works at my jeans. Already l'm battered and bloody 


from trying to evade him and, like the hunted animal, | must take my death throes with elegance and grace. 


They hit the floor and my legs are roughly kicked apart. Groaning, | want to sink downwards and just curl into 
a corner to die quietly. But that's not going to be allowed because the Hell-beast behind me wants pain and 


retribution. 


My head is yanked back and pained tears spring to my eyes. James presses his face to mine, eyes wild and 
bloodshot with a heady mix of alcohol and arousal. He rubs his erection against my thigh, taunting me with 
what's to come. | don't want it, don't want to bleed and sob. Don't want what's coming. But there's no escape. 
And, even if there were, | know they'd hunt me down, a wild, crazy pack of dogs with the scent of blood in 
their nostrils. 


"Fuckin Mustaine," he hisses, bared teeth gnashing at my eyes. "Fuckin’ sending his little pet to do his fuckin’ 
dirty work. Hasn't even got the balls to come himself." 


That hurt, hurt more than | imagine what's coming will hurt. Why? Why do people see me as fucking Junior, 
Dave's little running buddy. 


James snorts and lets me go. "But that doesn't surprise me. He's never had any fuckin’ balls. Is that why he 
took yours, Junior?" 


He draws out my pet name, making me cringe. Again the bile begins to rise, burning my throat. Behind me 
James snickers. "Yeah, don't think we don't know. Whole fuckin’ world knows that you dropped into his life and 
he put your straight under that domineering thumb of his. Fuck, l'm glad | tossed his ass out. Wouldn't want to 


be living with a permanent thumb print on my head" 


Suddenly my hair's yanked again and, this time, much to my shock, | squeal like a pig. His hands pull and tug, 
rifling through my blond locks. 


"Damn, | was really fuckin’ sure he'd had a hand print tattooed on your head. Still, plenty of time though." 


Tears sting my eyes and | want to cry, but | refuse to give him the pleasure. Because that's what he wants 
to see; blood and tears to wash away the hurt that Dave's obviously caused him. Only my blood can heal those 


wounds it seems. 


Then | hear the raking of a zip and any hope | had withers and dies. | know what's coming and I'm going to have 
to take it. What will | tell Dave when | return home with a black and blue body and an aversion to sex? I'll just 
tell him | was jumped by some stranger because if | told him the truth | know I'll get another beating and my 

ass thrown in the gutter. Itll just be our dirty little secret, James, don't you worry. 


Then my voice screams again and I'm back watching myself from the ceiling, my soul tearing apart as James 
forces himself in. The pain is indescribable, red hot and shredding me to pieces. Cruelly he holds my hair, 
forcing my body to watch itself in the mirror as he violates me. It takes him a while before he's fully in. All 
the while my voice just carries on, filling the tiny bathroom with the sound of my agony. Everything hurts, 
everything aches and | just want to die. Want to crawl away to some dark hole and die. It feels like I'm being 
torn apart from the inside. And | suppose | am. 


A hand clamps over my mouth, blocking my air and | give a strangled whine, bucking and thrashing as | try to 
free myself. James snorts with laughter, still painfully rutting away at me. 


‘| was gonna tell ya to keep the screaming down but this is much better." 


A finger and thumb close around my nose and the panic just heightens. A veil of red falls over my mind and | 
release my death grip on the sink, bucking and growling, fighting someone who | already know is far stronger 
than me. He snickers in my ear, warm, booze soaked breath washing over my face and his free arm holding 
me tight. | grab at his hands, scratching at the skin as | desperately fight for breath. All he does is snicker 
and thrust, going deeper and harder. 


"Oh yeah. Never thought fuckin’ you would be this much fun" 


The fingers tighten over my face and a howl builds in my throat. I'm going to die! I'm going to die in a filthy 
bathroom with blood running down my legs. His cock tears into me, destroying what's left of my dignity. 
There's nothing in this brutal fuck for me. Nothing except physical and mental pain, scars which will take years 
to heal. It's a reminder to not mess with them, to leave them alone and never darken their door again. As 
much as they don't want anything to do with Dave, they don't want anything to do with me, his little pet, 
either. 


His voice deepens, becoming a growl and suddenly, it's all over. James releases his grip and | slide to the floor, 
tired, aching and humiliated. Then the tears come. Curling into a ball, | hold my head in my hands and sob. 
Everything about me is broken and that's what he wants to go back to Dave. A stark reminder that the pain 


Dave gave him, so James can return. 


| don't see him leave, just hear the door slam shut on the shadow of my former self. 


wun 


2010 


The years had passed and James and | had run into each other. We'd rarely had anything to say to each other, 
our only gestures being curt smiles and quick nods. But now | had to face him on stage. Now | had to act as if 
everything were okay. And it scared the shit out of me. From the moment Dave had gleefully informed us of 
the tour, my heart had shattered all over again. 


Not even Dave knows what happened all those years ago. He may be able to handle it now. Whether he'll 


remember me coming home dirty and bleeding and unwilling to crawl into bed with him is another matter. 


Feeling sick with revulsion, | walk the concert grounds, thinking and debating. | don't want to up and leave 
because of this. | refuse to live in fear because of the actions of one man. And | also refuse to give up my 
spot in Megadeth for him. While I've moved on, the sight of James still scares me, still sends me into a panic. 
Thankfully, Dave's been too preoccupied with this tour for him to notice my nerves. And, if he has noticed, 


he's just put it down to the usual pre-show nerves. 
"David" The voice stills me, sending chills along my spine and | slowly turn 


He stands behind me, as tall and as menacing as before. | want to scream at him, want to berate him for the 
curse he put upon my life. For so long, a normal, loving sex life wasn't possible. | didn't want anyone touching 
me, and Lord knows Dave tried. In the end | gave him the blessing to go and screw whoever he wanted. Just as 
long as he didn't bring any diseases home, he was free to have the fun | couldn't give him. It was six long and 


lonely years before Dave finally lay over me again 


But | don't. | don't scream and | don't run. | just take in the sorrowful look in James eyes. A look which feels as 
old as the earth. A look so painful that | can feel my eyes glazing with tears. 


"David," he whispers, burying his hands in pockets. "Can | talk to you?" 
Looking him up and down, | find that I've been struck dumb, just as | was on that day. Then | nod. 


He takes a deep breath and his body shakes. Blue eyes shimmer and he looks at me with all the world's 


sadness. 


"David, I'm so, so sorry. All these years I've been searching for you and wanting to tell you. I've wanted to kil 
myself because of what | did. You never deserved my anger. Hell, | should never have laid a finger to you. And 
you." He licks his lips and nervously looks around himself. "You've never said anything. You've kept it a secret all 


these years." | hear his voice beginning to crack and | take one, tentative step towards him. 


He continues, "You shouldn't have. | deserved to be shamed for what | did. Shamed for what | did to such a 
beautiful soul. | stole from you, stripped you bare, and you never said a word. No matter what anyone ever 


says about you, you are far, far stronger than any person here." 


His words go straight through me, first breaking and then healing my aching heart and soul. Tears hang from 
his eyelashes and | feel my own welling up. Stepping up to him, | gently brush away the glistening tears before 
lacing my arms around his shoulders. James stiffens against me, shock filling his face. But | don't move. I'm not 


going to move. For so long we've both been hurting and it's time to heal the wounds and rifts once and for all. 


Sweeping my hand along his jaw, | look into his glazed and fearful eyes. He's waiting for me to hit him and | 
know that, if | did, he'd take it. He'd let me beat him just as he beat me. Heck, he'd let me drag him on stage 
and expose him for what he did But what would that do other than reopen decades old wounds? I've moved on 


and it's time to finally release James from his self-inflicted prison 


Cradling the back of his head, | rest our foreheads together and stare deep into his eyes, searching a soul 


that's as fractured as mine was. "I forgive you." 


James shakes beneath my touch, body rising and falling with deep sobs. Just as Dave held me through the 
dark days and horrific nights after the attack, so | hold James, lulling and reassuring him. He lays his head 
against my shoulder, his tears touching my throat. They work beneath my skin, stroking and healing, washing 
away the years of worries. My own tears fall and | whimper as his arms drape around my back, hands gently 


stroking along my spine. This time, though, his touches are as soft as a feather and as caring as a lover's. 


It's over and, as we weep, the world becomes whole once more. 


